^Four  New 


:S  O  H  G 

Daft  Jamie* 
The  Two  Emigrants. 
The  Lea  iig^ 
rish  Hafts  for  English  Blades, 


I^EWTO^^-STEWA^IT  : 

ted  and  Sold,  Wholesale  aiid 
\^  KetaiVhy  J.  M^Kaikn. 


DAFT  JAMIE. 

0  !  (lark  was  the  n.idr.igl.t  wlien  Kare  flccl  away, 
Kot  a  star  in  tlie  sky  gf.ve  liini  one  clieeriiig  my, 
Bxit  still  iiovv  arid  tlien,  would  tlie  blue  liglitnings  glare 
Ai:d  some  strange  cries  assailkl  Inm,  like  shrieks  of  desji 

Over  vale,  over  kill,  I  will  watch  thee  for  ill, 

1  will  haunt  rdl  tliy  »^  ancierings  mid  follow  tliee  siilL 

But  lo  \  OS  the  savage  rim  down  the  v>  ikl  glen, 
I'or  no  plaice  did  he  fear  like  the  dwellings  of  nien, 
A)  liere  the  h.eath  lay  before  lum  all  dismal  and  bare, 
Tl^  ghost  of  Daft  Jan^e  iippeared  to  him  there. 

'  O^'cr  vale,  8i>c. 

I  am  CGiiie,  said  tl^e  shade,  from  the  land  of  the  deod, 
'Though  there  is  for  Jcniie  no  grass  cover  d  bed, 
Yet  Ym  cbii-e  to  remind  yen  of  deeds  that  are  past, 
iiiad  to  tell  you  that  justice  will  find  you  at  last. 

Over  vale,  ^c, 

0  !  Hare,  thou  lia^t  been  a  dark  demon  of  blood, 
Ik?t  Tengeiince  sltall  chace  thee  o'er  field  and  o'er  flood 
'J'hougli  }  ou  fiy  far  av^"ay  fi  om  the  dewlliiigs  of  ineH; 
Tiie  sl  ades  of  thy  yietims  shall  rise  in  thy  den. 

Over  vale,  8cc. 

Tvlien  night  fidls  on  tl^e  world,  O  !  liow  can  you  ekf[ 
In  your  dream's  do  you  ne'er  see  iny  poor  mother 
Sadly  she  wqit,  hut  O  !  long  shall  she  mourn, 
E'er  poor  wandering  Jjin  ie  from  tire  grave  siiall 

Over  yale^  &c. 


oux  the  grave,  did  I  say,  and  t!iough  calm  is  the  be3, 
here  slmiiber  is  dreainless,  tLe  home  of  the  dea(], 
Iiere  friends  may  lament,  thei'o  sorrow  may  ho, 
it  no  grave  rises  as  green  as  tlie  world  for  me. 
Over  vale,  &c. 

!  Harp,  go  and  shelter  tliy  fugitive  head, 
some  laml  that  is  not  of  thehving  or  dead, 
ir  the  li'^ing  against  thee  may  justly  eonibine, 
id  the  dead  must  despise  such  a  spirit  m  thine. 

Over  vale; 

!  Hare  fly  away  hut  this  world  cannot  be 

le  place  of  abode  to  a  demon  like  thee-, 

lere  is  gall  in  your  heart — poison  is  in  your  breath,. 

Klthe  glare  of  your  eyes  is  as  feaifal  as  death. 

Over  vale  J  &c. 

len  the-  bhie    lightnings  flash'd  througU  the  glen,  and 

it  shone,  . 
I  tliere  rose  a  wild  cry,  and  there  heaved  a  deep  groan, 
the  Gliost  of  the  innocent  boy  disappeai^'d, 
It  its  sln-eiks  down  the  glen,  in  the  niglit  bree/^e  were 
^  heard. 

Over  vale,  he. 


THE  TWO  EMIGBANT? 


Ij^Te's  bonny  banks  are  a'  wet  ^^  i'  the  e'enir.g  dew^ 
i'jfetly  the  wee  birdies  ehauiit  in  tlie  v.  iUl  v\  oo(l; 
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J/!^Twe  mimg  tLose  green  fields,  by  tlve  uonny  bl^ewy 
Calmly  ha'e  pass'd  a'  the  days  o'  our  cliildh'ood. 
Down  to  this  thorny  bow'r  aft  at  the  gloamin  houij 
Glad  ha'e  I  com^  frae  our  cottage  to  see  ye, 
Now  I  am  gaun  awa  soon  to- America, 
0  !  will  you  let  your  fond  Emigrant  leave  ym  ?,;^ 

Follow  me,  follow  me,  love  wilt  thou  follow  ; 
]  aiig  ha'e  1  woold  thee  and  lov'd.  thee  sincere 
Come  tlien  my  lassie  braw,  come  tae  Araeiica,^ 
Fair  is  our  lianie  on,  the  banks  of  Loch,  Erie. 

HissfBl  and  calm  sball^our  days  aye  unskaithed.bi 
rpirtitb  shall  ne'er  mak  enjoyment  grw  weary^ 
"Waltb  shall  we  lia'e,  for  a,  frien''  has  bequeathed. 
Braw  bonny  lands  on  the  banks  of  the  Erie, 
(iroves  of , the  maple  tree  orange  and, apple  tree, 
Fields  o'  the  sugar  cane,  grow  for  my  dearie, 
Trees  of  the  boniiy, vine  rich  with  the  rosy  wine, | 
Eloom  for  us  love,  on  the  bsqiks  of  Loch  Erie. 

O !  e'el*  the  beams  o'  aniiher  day's  settlng^snn, 
Redden  trie  tops  o'  yon  blue  Highland  mountainl,.^ 
Eareweel  I  inaun  bid  to  my  country,  O  !  Caiedon, 
Pe&ce  to  thy  streams  and  thy  clear  siller  fountiiins.. 
Caledon  !  Caledon  !  land,  of  the  brave  that's  gone,.. 
Lang  on  thy  fields  were  t!}y  sons  victovious, 
Country  of  hill  and  glen,  laid  of  the  brightest  men, 
■Q[j  be  .thou  ind?peE.(!ant  ar.<]  glorious,. 

follow  me;  Sic, 
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icotiand,  dear  !  land  of  my  fore-fatlier  s  fare  thee-"^^'t3ll^; 
Vallate  and  Bruce  were- the  sons  of  tliy  bra  very  v 
'Xim'd  Bannockburn,  and  many  a  red  battle- field, 
Tell  that  a  grave  was  njair  welcome  tbanvslavery, 
B[Q]d  as  tlie  stormy  seas,  free  as  the  mountain  breeze,^ 
[^ush'd  thy  old  heros  to  bajttle  fu'  cbeery, 
3  !  I  shall  10  e  thee  still,  land  of  the  heathy  hi]]. 
Still  shall  thy  Ernignujt  fondly  revere  thee. 

Follow  mv^c. 

0  !  niy  dear  Jennie,  just  say  you  will  come  p,vfx^ 
Gome  wi'  your  Williev  there  s  naething  to  fear  ye^ 
Tho'  dear  to  your  bosom  be  your  own  father's  hay 
None  like  your  Willie  can  lo'e  ye  so  dearly, 
\Vith=  thee,  my  sweet  treasure,  life  maun  be  a  pleasure, 
Tiie  toils  of  this  warld  will  ne'er  make  me  weary, 
T]ien  O  !  leave  your  native  vale,  let  the  Atl^aitic  gale. 
Waft  us  a wa  to  the  b^iiks  o'  Lt)ch  Erie. 

Follow  n^^, 

anie  Igok'd  round  wi'  a  sigh"  on  her  native  land. 
Bright  to  her  red  rosy  cheeks  came  the  tear  aye, 
Willie,  she  says,  and  shfe  gied  him  her  lillie  hand; 
Tak  me  awa  to  the  banks  o'  Loch  Eiie. 
Faiens  o'  my  father's  ha'  though  I  revere  ye  a'. 
Iviaid  though  the  sea  is,  and  trackless  and  dreary, 
Fare  ye  weel  ane  and  a'  fiiens  o'  my  fathered vLa', 
F)l  gang  wi'  \A  illie  awa  to  Loch  Erie. 

Follow  thecy  follow  thee,  lad  I  will  follow  tliee, 
Langhae  I  lo'ed  thee,  my  Willie  sincerely. 
Gang  then,  my  laddie  braw,  gang  to  America, 
Thy  l  ame  shall  be  myhame,  a^a  at  Loch  Eri€. 


IRISH  HAFTS  for  ENGLISH  BLADE? 


i^]]  you  who  (loHglit  in  a  comical  jesty 
Now  I  will  tell  you  oi>e  you  may  add  tp  the  rest, 
Which  happened  oHate  near  the  toAvn  of  Carlisle, 
I'm  sura  when  you  hear  it,  it  will  cause  you  ta  smile, 

The  iirstr  of  last  april  I  cannot  forget, 

Yv  lieii  three  English  hlades  for  pleasure  were  met, 

mounted  their  hi)rMC*s  and  swore  solemnly, 
That  they  would  play  a  trick  on  the-  first  man:  they'd  > 

One  Campbell  a  drover  they  chanced,  to  spy, 
He  came  from  Tyrone  near  a  town  caHed  Fermoy, 
They  saluted  Cauipbell  and  he  did  tfie  same, 
So  in  close  con ver;^{Uion  together  they  came.. 

They  came  to  an  Inn  v.'here  tliey  made  a  full  stopj 
And  ask'd  l^iddy  in  whh  them  for  to  take  a  drop^ 
I  hen  Canipucll  consented,  and  said  with  a  smile, 
I  would  like  well  to  taste  your  strong  ale  of  Carlislcv 

They  gave  up  tiieir  hordes  in  charge  to  the  groom, 
And  then  stepped  into  a  ^^  eli-furnKii'd  roonv 
It  heinirin  the  morning  between  eight  and  nine. 
They  called  for  a  breakfast  and  after  that  wine*. 

Thry  sat  and  thoy  dn  nk,  and- they  sported  at  will, 

Until  they  had  t'A  eiity-'our  ^]]illings  of  a  hi!!, 

And  four  of  their  horse^  for  eats  and  for  hay, 

But  they  thought  tiiey'd  leave  Pat  the  reckoning  to  pay, 

So  then  one  by  one  ovt  of  tlie  door  they  st^le^  . 
And  Left  Campbell  tl:ere  to  pay  for  the  whule,^ 
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jC  landlord  came  in  mth  a  smile  and  tlius  ftaid, 
bink  Pat  you're  tiick'd  by  the  English  blades. 

I  the  first  of  April  it  is  always  a  rule, 

r  tlie  one  man  to  mnlve  the  other  a  fool, 

|ien  I  saw  you  sitting  in  tlieir  company, 

new  tliese  blades  would  play  a  trick  upon  thee. 

ver  mind  then  says  Pat.  since  they  are  gone  away^ 

lave  plenty  of  money  the  reckoniikg  to  pay, 

nie  sit  you  down  by  me  before  I  do  go, 

A'ill  tell  you  a  secret  pcihaps  you  dtn't  know* 

rill  show  you  a  trick  though  contrary  to  law, 
)w   two  kinds  of  drink  from  one  vessel  to  draw; 
le  landlord  being  eager  to  find  out  this  plan^ 
's  dbwn  to  the  cellar  with  Pad{ly  he  ran. 

t  bored  a  hole  in  a  very  sliort  space, 
id  bad  the  landlord  clap  hisliand  on  that  place, 
je  second  he  bore,  saying  place  the  other  there, 
ir  1  for  a  tumbler  must  go  up  the  stair. 

» went  up  to  the  room  I  will  give  you  to  kno  v/ 1, 
fid  there  he  with  chalk  on  the  table  thus  wrote, 
ith  two  sorts  of  liquor  the  reckoning  I've  paid, 
mt  8  an  Irish  haft  for  your  English  blades. 

e  mounted  his  horse  and  was  soon  out  of  sigljt, 
ijie  waiter  went  in  to  see  if  all  was  right, 
nd  search'd  the  house  from  the  top  to  tije  ground, 
alf  dead  in  th(j  cellar  his  master  he  found. 

,  what  i«  the  matter,  dear.mastor,  ho  said, 
iesays,  Irish  Paddy  a  trick  on  me  played, 
ve  both  ban 's  engaued,  I'm  iiubbled  you  see, 
thought  to  fool  Pat,  but  he  ha^i  out-vvitted  me. 
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THE  LEA  EIG. 

When  o'er  the  hill  the  eastern  stat?, 

Tells  hughtin-tinieus  near,  m}r  joe;; 
And  owsen  frae  the  furrow'd  field, 

Retnrn  sae  dowf  and  weary  O  5 
Down  by  the  burn,  where  scented  bh-ks 

Wi*  dew  are  hanging  clear,  my  joe, 
Tll  meet  thee  on  the  lea-rig. 

My  ain  kind  dearie  O. 

In  mii^kest  glen,  at  midnight  hour, 

Fd  rove  and  ne'er  be  eerie  O, 
If  through  that  glen  I  gade  to  ihee. 

My  ain  kind  dearie  0. 
Although  the  night  was  e'er  sae  wild, 

And  I  were  ne'er  sae  weary  0, 
il'd  meet  thee  on  the  lea-rig, 

My  ain  kind  deaeie  O. 

The  hurites  loes  the  morning  sun. 

To  rouse  the  mountain  deer,  my  joe  ^ 
At  noon  the  fisher  seeks  the  glen, 

Alang  the  burn  to  steer,  my  joe  ; 
Gie  me  the  hour  o'  gloaming  gray, 

It  maks  my  heart  sae  cheery  0 
To  me^t  thee  on  the  lea-rig. 

My  ^tin  kind  dearie  O 


y 

